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Miftrifs. 


OU know the Ancient Writings fay, 
That Men fhow'd Watch as well as Pray ; 
Had you but Watch’d your Fob, dear Tony, 
You'd not been rob’d of Watch and Money ; 
However, Friend, to leave off punning, 
J much admire the Doxy’s cunning, 
Who was refolu’d to make all fure, 
And of your Mettal be fecure ; 
But faith, i think, it was a creme 
Bafely to rob you of your Time, 
| Sly Devil! fhe knew her Minute //and 
Cowd in a Moment Hours command, 
So wound you up to ber own liking, 
And ftole the Watch while you were {triking. 
Well, fince ’tis gone, ne'er fret and vex, 

Neceflicati non eft Lex ; 
| You fay, for your loft Time you grieve, 
Why, Money can your Time retrieve ? 
But then, which is the worft Mifhap, 
You fay, you fear fome After-clap , 
Suppofe the worft, your Old Friend CASE, 
| Stil Pradiccs in the fame place, 
| Send bim but word, bell fend you down 
| Aperfeet Cure for balf a Crown, 
Therefore take Heart, your Courage rouze, 
Things arent fo bad as you fuppofe ; 
And tak’t from me----- 
The Mettal’s fironger that’s well fouder'd, 
And Beef keeps fweeter once ’tis pomder'd. 
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To a Gentleman who had his Pocket 
Pick’d of a Watch and Money by a 





The Force of Love. 
ie a large fiately Cave (of old the Court 


lnterr’'d the Dear Remains of Daron Jay, 
Converted now to their Original Clay. 

Each wifhing Nymph the living Swain approv’d, 
The Sheepherd Faty Emmoria only Lov’d ; 

Their mutual Pafjion’s kindling Flame was more 
Than eer inf{pir’d Confenting Hearts before , 
But was with Time improv’d to that degree, 
That now ’twas Love no more, but Extaly. 
Their link’d Affedions Fate cow’d ne'er Divorce, 
Nor rigorous Death reftraim thear Intercourse - 

| The Nymph to living Swains did ftill prefer 





Her Damon’s Duft, and ev n that Dutt lou d Her. 


| At Damon’s Tomb the Chaft Emmoria kept 


' Perpetual Watch, and o’er bis Afhes wept ; 


Of Rural Goas, as neighbring Swains report ) 


(Fit Emblem of ber Grief) a Sprig of Yew 
She Planted there, the Branch took Root and grew; 
This Gave, to the Sun’s Rays acce/s deny’d, 
Nor Rain, or Dew, thethirfting Plant fupply’d, 
And yet it Sprang, by Love’s miraci’ous Fow’r, * 
For th’ Athes fii glow’d with the Old Amour, 
And from Emmoria’s Eyes fella ne’er ceafing 

| : (Show’r, 
This Heat and Moifture kept the Plant alive, 
And, Temp’ring firll each other, made :t Thrive. 


The SOTS. 


Ome, Prithee, Honeft Jack, fill Pother Pipe, 
Let us not part, when juft our \Wits are ripe; 

Faith "tis too early to retire to Bed; 
Flere, Strrab, fiil us Pother Quart of Red. 
Home’s but a4 melancholly Houje of Care, 
Children and Wives, but our difturbers aves 
Sleep’s Lut the iifele/s Image of pale Death : 
Then let us fill and drink whilf we bave Breath: 
Come, Bowh dway, twill make us briskand Brave, 
Theres no fuch Charming Liquor in the Grave. 
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The Extravagant. 
I, 


OLV quickly are Love’s Pleafiures gone ! 
How foon are allits mighty Triumphs done ! 
In vain, alafs! do we the Banquet ta/fe, 
Whofe Sweets as fwift as Thought are paf. 
In vain do we renew the Fight, 
Whom ev'n the firft Alarms de bafely put to flig br, 


il, 


Flappy, Great Jove, wvo im Aitmena’s Arms 
For three full Nights enjoy’d Love’s Charms ; 
Nature turn’d Bawd er Afonarch to obey, 
And Pimping Darknefs thut out Day ; 
Whilft in vaft Foy the half ipent Cod ard fmeat, 
Foys as bis Lightning fierce, and as bas Godhead 
(Great. 


HE, 


Bravely begun! Ob bad it mounted bigber, 

Fed full with vig rous Theught, and treth De/ire. 
Was | but Jove, my boundlets reign how'd prove 
But one continu’d Scene of Love, 

In Extafies I] wou'd diffolving se, 

“is long as al the mighty round of valt Eternity. 

The 











The Forward Maid. 


1S#i! never tell me I'm too Young 
For Loving, | bave ftay’d tco long, 
I’m now arviv'd at ripe Fourteen, 
Therefore it cat be faid Pm Green. 
Doves bring forth Doves foon as begotten, 
Pray why mayw't me be ripe till rotten ¢ 
In vain fhall envious Age perfwade, 
J will no bonyer live a Aland > 
I can't concerve what Foy they Lave 
Wo turn their Bed into a Gra ve, 
nd, bating Youth's alluring Charms, 
Take al) ath’ s Head into heir J40mMs, 
Nature's exalted now we find, ra 
And what our Grannums cond not clanb 
At Twenty | Fou r, we rcach at Nine S 
Befides, 1. we '§ Ge d is very ftrong, 
And thy fot Old is very Young. 
And tf the Truth was known, | 
Lovers, lke Poets, 
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‘Dhe Goodfe low 


| dare be prworn, 
are not made but born. 





Pox on the Times, 
F Tho the Taxes are grown fo heavy, 
f'yy Hearts ave our own, and fhall be fo fill, 
Drink about, my Boys, and be merry, 
Let no Man Pifpair, 
Rut drive away Care, 
And drown all our Sorrow in Claret ; 
We'll never repine, 
So they give us Good Wine 
it em take all our Drofs, 


? 


we Can fpare it 
1H]. 


ie value not Chink, 
‘Unle}s to buy Drink, 

us innocent ‘Pleaji ire : 
linen “tis gone we ne'er Pin 
So we Liguor Can get, 
jis a Treajure ; 
Wo Mifer can be 
So Lappy as we, 

i witn Raches be wailer . 
Lay and Night he’s in fear, 
ind ne ey without Care, 
ing vadidestin the Goodfellow. 
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Come, fill up the Glafs, 
ind about bet it pafs, 
kor Nature duth Vaccuum’s decline ; 
Dama the Spruce Formiah 4,3, 
That’s affraid of Lis Facey 
W) Drink till our Nofcs do Phacbus out fhing 
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let "em go as they will ! 


Whsle we've plenty of this, 

lVe can ne'er do amis, 

‘Tis an Antidote “gainft our Ruin, 
And the : Lad that Drinks moft, 
With Honour may boaft , 

Fle fears neither Death, sor Undoi ne. 





LS Se VS ee kee. 


The Choice. 


- 

i ET your nice City Ladies chufe 

a, (Beaus, 
Aud Husbands of Ginger Bread take ; 

Be charm’d with a Puppet in il Man’s Cloths , 
And leap at the Name of a Rak 


2. 
Give me an Old Lover full threefcore and three 
That’s Wealiby, fuch are not uncommon, 
If be cawt Hear or See, he’s the fitter for me, 
ad will prove the beft Man for a Woman 


= 
2 
bhat tho his great Age bas extinguifh’d Love's 


) ( Fire, 
He'll fevve well enough for a Cover - 
He can tickle and touch, and raife my Defire, 
Then Father the Sports of Another, 


4: 
Bifades, be vemind me, when I put bim to Bed, 
lit earthly Things not to Glory ; 
And bts pale wii hor’ aPhiz eg 
bea conftaiit Memento Mori 


ke aDeath’sHead, 





Advertifementr. 


LL Gentlemen, Ladies, 
ginal Copies of Vel ni 


Se, who have any @r1- 
fercical, Humourous, Gale 
lant, Satyrs, Odes, tpigrams, Riddles, Receipts, 
Songs, Prologues or Epi logues, ce proper to inilerc 
in this Paper ; , aredefird to fend em to Goddard's 
Cofee-Houfe in Nen-Street near Fetter-Lane, or to &, 
Bragg, the Publijier, at the Raven in Pater-Nofter-Rom, 
aad they’ very much oblige the Auther, \ 
faithfully Infere ’em, anc carefully Correét 
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Lately Publifh’d, 

Ifcellanea Sacra, Vol. 2. or, a Curious Colledtion 
Mi of Poems ot i Divine and Moral Subseéts, beinz, 
ietly Oris nal, a nd written by the Famous ir, Norrie 
~" Deley Mr. Tald: nm, Mr. Eaker, the late Lord Rol: 
commen, and feveral other Celebrated Authot Ifse 
Collected by Sam. Phillips Gent. late of St. 5 bn’s Cole 
leg : Oxon, Printed for, and Sold by The. d jun, Over 
againit Grays Jin in Helbcurn, and B. § ari ‘the Pub. 

liher. Price One Shilling. id 
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